30       MY LADY OF ORANGE

" Well ?'' asked Gaspar, as I lay down again.

" We try Breuthe," I said curtly

"Ay, ay, I thought so/' he grumbled
" Why not wait for the convoys ? "

" We try Breuthe I "

So we rode on in the darkness on a rash
errand, because a girl laughed, while Gaspar
swore and grumbled, and Henn Vermeil
broke jests at all and sundry, and I rode
silent with my eyes on my horse's mane,
and the reins dangling loose in my hand.

There lay Alva ; his tents loomed white
through the darkness to eastward of the
town The pinewood sloped down to the
very tent doors on his eastward side, but
to the south the ground rose bare and
steep I sprang down and felt the brush-
wood It crackled in my hand

" "S death J If we knew where the gates
were/' I muttered

" The main gate is on the east side " I
started and turned It was the girl who
had spoken

" Are you certain ? "   I asked quickly
" Cordteu t  not that it aids us,  we can
scarce ride through Alva's camp/'